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caught the cue, and we ceremoniously bowed and let the dear old man enjoy the thought, when later he heard of our marriage, that he had played an important part in our life's drama.
To us both, Miss Octavia was an exhaustless fount of interest and inspiration. Mr. Barnett felt it an honour to serve her, though his inability to recognise his own power made him blind as to its value to her. The following letter will explain what is meant :
August 1872.—I have just left Miss Hill, and write to you because I feel so utterly helpless. She told me of all the troubles of the moment, making no attempt to hide or check her tears, and I had to listen, unable totthelp, unable even to comfort. . . Save that I listened while she talked herself out, I gave no help. . . I wonder if when more of you is in me, whether 1 shall be better able to say what will strengthen Miss Hill. At present I feel that she is so much higher than I, that it would be absurd for me to do any more than let her feel that there is nothing I would not do for her. I could not say firmly which course I thought right—I could only cheer her by telling her that God would care for her either way. No, it is a time when one can just pray and wait. . .
Her reliance on his character is shown by the following extracts from letters which she wrote to friends—the first just after our marriage.
1873.—Mr. Young and I are like the people in the parable, he said the parish and he would go to the dogs together, when Mr. Barnett left, and yet he is doing his best manfully. I was so brave to begin with, and now I have a hard fight for hope enough to get through a day. Mr. and Mrs. Barnett return on Tuesday, but I would not for the world that they saw it, for it would darken their bright entrance into their new life.
July Sth, 1873.—Mr. Barnett was kind enough to come last night to do the Walmer Street books. It was the first time I had really had any talk to him since I came back ; it did me a great deal of good, as it always does.
1833.—i am trying to build twenty-two more cottages opening from little open square, and the Metropolitan Board call it a new street I Mr. Barnett piloted me so splendidly through my last dilemma.   I look on him rather like a wizard, and would like to ask him about a new spell!
As those ever do, who are born to lead, this wonderful lady took infinite pains with her workers and spurred them by generous recognition to still fresh efforts. On receipt of a report of some work for which Mss Octavia had left me responsible, she wrote to me as follows in September: